ThcTragcdic 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 

Liue and beget a happy raceof Kings, 

Edwards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee fiourifli. 

Enter the Cjhosl of ffhicene Anne his wife, 
Richard^ thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wite, 

T hat neuer flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now his thy fleepe with perturbations. 

To morrow in the battaile thinkc on me, 

And fall thy edgelelTelword.defpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quietfoule, fleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreame of fuccelfe and happy vi&oric. 

Thy aduerfarics wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Gheft of Buckingham. 

The firft was 1 that helpt chee to the Crowne, 

Thelaft was 1 that felt thy tyrrannie, 

O, in the battellthinkeon Buckingham , 

And die in terror of thy guiltinclle .• 

Dreame on,dreame on,of bloody deeds and death. 
Fainting defpaire,dcfpairingyeeld thy breath. 

To Rich. I died for hope ere 1 could lend thee aid. 
But chearc thy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds lide. 

And Rithard fals in height of all his pride. 

K. Richard ftarteth out of a dreanfe, 

KSRjc. Giue meanotherhorfe,bind vp niy wounds; 
Haue mcrcie lefu : ioft 1 did but dreame. 

O coward confcience, howdoeft thouafflift me? 

T he lights burne blew, it is not dead midnight : 

Cold fearefull drops (land on my trembling flefli. 
What doe I feare my felfe? theres noneelfe by, 
Richardloues Richard, that is, I am I: 

Is there amurtherer heere? No. Yes I am, 

Then flie,what‘from my felfe?great reafon why. 

Left I reuenge.What’my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alacke lloue my felfe.wherfore? for any good 
That.my felfe haue done vnto my felfe: 


of Richard the Third, 

Ono: alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe ; 
lainavillaine, yet 1 lye, lam not. 
poole of thy felfe fpeake well,foole doe not flatter, 
jvly confcience hath a thoufandfeuerall tongues. 

And eucry tongue brings in a feuerall tale. 

And euery tale condemnes me for a villaine : 

Periurie,in the higheft degree, 

]Vlurder,fterne murder, in the dyreft degree, 

Allfeuerall linnes, allvfdein each degree, 

Throng all to the barrre, crying all, guiltie,guiltic,. 

1 (hall deipaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if J die, no foule fliall pittie me : 

And wherfot e fhould they? flnee that 1 my felfe, 

Find in my felfe, no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murthcred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard . 

Enter Ratc/iffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who isthere? 

Rat. Ratclife, my Zord,ti$ I ; the earely village cocke, , 
Hathtwife done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rite life, 1 haue dream’d a feare full dreame, 
What think ft thou, will our friends proue all true? 

%at, No doubt my Lord. 

King. O Ratcliffe I feare, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of (hadowes. 

King. By the Apoftie Paul, lliadowes to night 
Haue ftrooke more terror to the foue of Ri:hard t 
Thencan thcfubft.ince often thoufandfoulciiers 
Armed in proofe,and led by fliallow Richmond, 

Tis not yet neare day ,come goe with me, 

Vnckr our Tents lie play the ewe(c -dropper. 

To heare if any mcaoe to flirinke from me. Exeunt 


Rater the Lords to Richmond, 
h/ rds.Qood morrow Richmond. 




